




















(CHOCOLAT MENIER di. 





PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 








; 


MMA 
<_ 


AL 


LBA 


wa 


‘ ‘ \ 
UTA LUN 


4— 
b 


» % kaa 
4, W . ; 


4) KA | 
Ms SI 
ay: N NN fi i \ \ } Ny Pam \ 
PRE | Ay We S vil Wedd: fi AM 
Woe a) Je i all: Sue 


PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET STREET, 


‘\ ~ 


20a 


Se - 
om Ow CRY, 


= =~= \ h watts 
< = By, | 
, i 
Me d j 
oe 
RS 
i BY 
| 


tN 
\ 


an a! 


CXIV. 


—~— 
MARCH 26, 


- ——) 


SS is are me 
SS ST STW A> > 
VRRP LCR MA TTSS. Rs | 
8 eR " a N 


was hap " 


“~ 


Nes oe 
NDS 





lin: ” 
= ro 


LONDON, 


Se IG) SSE EN 
| re ! 3, Nig et 
ee i, 


9 


~ 





Registered st the General Post Office as a Newsy aper. 


PRICE THREE PENCE 








eR YS 


“The richest in flesh-forming ani enerqy-prolucing constituents. 


250 GOLD MEDALS, &c. 
PURE 
CONCENTRATED 


COCOA 


There is no better Food.”’—Dr. Anorew Witson, F.R.S.E., &e. 








wings, or Pictures of any description, will not be returned unless 


Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. 


Contributions, whether MS., 
accompanied by a Stamped 


@@ NOTICE.—Communications or 











PUNCH, 





HOWARD 


BEDFORD. 
Ploughs, Harrows, Cultivators, 
Haymakers, Horse Bakes, Straw 
Trussers, Mowers, Presses, 
Oll Engines, & Light ailways. 











is being set up every week by 


“PUNCH” 


LINOTYPE COMPOSING MACHINES. | 





Bruises, 
|) Chest (olds. 
Sore Throat hom Gi ds, 


8! 











Sti iffnes: 








is beautified by 


PHOTOCRAPHS ano 






lUuatrated 1 
Catalogue . 


133, New 
Bond Btreet, 





ERY HOME 


PHOTOCRAVURES 





Lorror. W 








THE MOST NUTRITIOUS, 


EPPS'S 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


COCOA 


BREAKFAST SUPPER. 


“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” 


CLARKE’S 


WoRLD-PameD 


| | BLOOD MIXTURE} 


ls wa rrah ted bo eanse the bi oa ire mm ail 
impurities, trom + Arising 
ies Genciebs. Seurve, Heseme, Ba | Legs, 
Skin and Blood Di Pimy and 
Sores of all kinds, it ffects are mar 
vellous the only real specific for 
Go a] R ¢ Paina, for it removes 
he ruse from “the blood and bones. 
housands of wonderful cures have been 
effected by it. In bottles, 2r. 9d. and Lis. 
each, of Chemi«ta everywhere 

BEWARE OF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS. 





USED IN THE RO 
Self-Digesting. 
Sold Brrr ere 
In Tins 


2. Bi-, 10/- 

















Bal “2/anl Food 





ee 





| 


| 














OR THE 


LONDON CHARIVARI.—Marcu 26, 1898, 





TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 





CLOUDY 
FLUID 


SCRUBB’S 


Removes Stains and G 
Allays tbe Irritation caused 
Invigorating in Hot 

ores the lour to 

Price 1s. per Bottle. Of all 





AMMONIA 


MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Refreshing as a Ling) Bath 
Invaluable for Toilet 
Splendid ay tn ny 


4 the Hair. 


te from Clothing. 


epote Mosquito Bites, 
limates. 
eans Plate and i Jewellery. 
Grocers, Chemists, Etc. 
SCRUBB & CO., 32b SOUTHWARK STREET, S.E. 


£18 18s. CRUISE. 


NAPLES, P. 





10 10s.—ROME TOURS, 
arena Nab Die. Fpoteanat Pa 
b Seeretarp, 5 Badaleien: 








A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING | FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TAM A Reoonstpation, 
INDIEN 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, 


GRILLON. 


London: 47, Southwark Street, S.E. 


SOLD BY 


ALL OHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2s, 


6d. A BOX, 


ean 
of Appetite, Gastric and 
Intestinal ee 


0 RIENTAL CARPETS. 
0 RIENTAL CARPETS. 


0 RIENTAL CARPETS. 


TRELOAR’S 
LISTS OF 
SPECIAL SHIPMENTS. 


TRELOAR & SONS, 


LUDGATE HILL. 








MAPPIN & WEBB'S 


DRESSING BAGS. 








CENTLEMEN’S WICS. 
Perfect Imitations of Mature. 
7 Weightiess,no wiggy appearance 
Unshrinkabie Material. [nstrue 
tions for self. measurement on 
application 


CHAS. BOND & SON, 
“&, NEW KOND STREET, W. 
Specialists also for Ladies’ 

W igs and Scalpettes. 

Send for Lilustrat Catalogue. 





Cones AUREOLINE: |: 


PERFECTLY HARMLESS 
Sold by Perfumers and Chemists 
Kk. HOVENDEN & SONS, and all 


Who 


princ 


OLDEN HAIR 





e 
pal Patent Medicine Warehouses, Londvun. 





TURNER & 
who will supply through nearest 


Ask for “ Encore 


Ve 


Patent Diagonal 
SEAM CORSETS 


Will not split in the 
Seams nor tear in the 
Pabric. Made in White, 
Black, and all fashion- 
ableColoursand Shades, 
or italian Cloth, Satin, 
oa ale 


paras ds, Bota By ali the the 
rim rs 
Ladies Ontatters 
Tuass Gown Mevats 





FACE RitoR 


Hand Forged 
a ~— 


- — Ground. 


Carefully Set. 
” on Shank. 
Y for tree List of Cases. 
+ RT 


See, | 





Table Out 
po ey al 
















Goup & Sven 


Card Cases 


manufactured by 


SS. MordanxCe: 


the Ratentees of the ever poinied Pencil.case can he ablained 
all Gold Silver smiths. Observa the makers mark 5} 


AND REQUIRING 
MO OIGESTIVE EFFORT 









son 


On 


DOOOONON: 





Bempustan with the London Hall mark & 


OCIA OOS 


3 MOST DELICIOUS NUTRITIOUS 


and 


i SAVORY & MOORE Lonoon 
COOO! Had 4010 000 










Coal 


iw Tins 2/6 
walk a Ltd 


OO and vax AVAWAVA Ae 


AVA S000: AVS 








. on ng 


| |CIGARES.-JOY 


j (Joy's Cigarettes) 


Ask for Catalogue. 


HOWARD'S 
PARQUET 
_ FLOORS 


Pa foot. 





From 
Finest Louaiy produced. Solid Oak Wal 
meee from 2s. 24. per foot. 


25, 26, & 21, BERNERS STREET, W. 






































DINNEFORD'S MACNESIA. 


For ACIDITY oF ras STOMACH, HEARTBURN, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the World. 


“COOPER” CYCLES. 
From a 10s, Competition Defied. Latest design 
Frame, large Weld 
less Steel Tubes, ha “ 
Bearings, Tange’ 
Wheels, Brake = 
Mud guard<«. Cushions 
Tyres, £25 10s, Pnew 
matic, £7 108. Ladic« 
J with Dress and Gear 
Guards, from a. 3 








Ww. COOPER, 753, Old Kent Reed, Landon, ® H oD, 8 z 








Immediately Relieve 


| (ASTHMA, WHEEZING. 
|. CHRONIC | BRONCHITIS 














All Ms an box of 35, 2/6, or Post Free 
WILCOX, 83, Mortimer &t., London w. 
SAMPLE FREE. 











| TRIAL 





_ 








Piccard Wtrest, te Uke Prectnes oF w ereerregrey ce cee wore ~~ 











Marco 26, 1898.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 133 











S 























i WIMP HAL vA 


Y |\i ’ ay Vy \! 
Wy 
B* a We iL 


var diy" | 
AWAY 





“‘TaIL LIKE A SHAVING-BRUSH? WELL, YOU OUGHT TO KNOW. IT's THE ONLY PART OF HIM YOU 'RE LIKELY TO sEE WHEN 


HouNDs ARE RUNNING! rr 








A LASTING “ BENEFIT.” 


Or course the Nett Gwyn, beg pardon, the NELL FaRREn 
Benefit last Thursday was an immense success. The result, over 
£6,000, topping all other benefits, has this exceptional character, 
viz., that the sum of money cannot be frittered away, but, by 
the generosity of the house of Rornscnixp, and by their admi- 
rably devised financial arrangements for dealing with this fund, 
Miss NELLIE FaRREN will receive a handsome income during her 
life-time, and, at her decease, £1,000 of the capital will go to 
the endowment of a cot for the children of actors and actresses, 
and another £1,000 will be divided between the Royal General 
Theatrical and the Actors’ Benevolent Fund, the remainder being 
for her family. Isn’t this a distribution just after the heart of 
that other Nz, the Patroness of Chelsea Hospital ? Most sin- 
cerely do we congratulate Miss NELLIE FaRREN on having 
trustees and advisers so wise and generous. And now, once 
ee pee dear old Rip, we say, ‘‘ May she live long and 

rosber |” 








VIVA VOCE EXAM. 
(During Boating-term Time when Boating Terms are about.) 


Examiner. Translate ‘‘ Auri sacra fames.” 

Examinee. ‘‘ Sacra fames,” the confounded anxiety of getting, 
“* Auri,” an oar when you ’ve lost it. 

Examiner. Supposing you were confronted by # person to 
whom you write to politely avoid king, how would you 
signify the same in true boatman-like fashion ¢ 

Examinee. I should look stern and bow at the same time. 





o THE Fifth ‘Cursal’ Prebendal Stall in St. David’s Cathedral” 
sounds like the name of a place in the cathedral from which the 
ee sentences in the Ash Wednesday service might have 

n : 


SUGGESTIONS FOR ANY CHARITABLE CELEBRITY IN 
WANT OF EMPLOYMENT. 
(Might perhavs be useful to Sir 8, B-xcn-Fr.) 


1. Assist in Arctic Expedition and give readings from The 
Cricket on the Hearth at the North Pole. 

2. Become an M.P, 

3. Be appointed Governor of Crete. 

4. Become a-member of the L. U. 0, 

5. Give readings from Great Expectations on behalf of the West 
Indian Sugar Industries. 

6. Obtain the office of ‘‘ Reader” at the Temple. 

7. Learn violin and give JoAcuI™ points. 

8. Coach the University crews (both or either) for next year. 

9. Go out on a reading expedition of Dickens's works with 
view to pacifying the disaffected tribes on the Western Indian 
frontier. 

10. Ditto in the Soudan, 

11. Study billiards, and play Roperts (not Anruun) a 5,000 
up for £500 a side, the proceeds to go to any charitable > 


12. Go up in a balloon and come down (handsomely) for any 
charitable object. 
13. Bide the Derby winner. Grand Stand money to be given 


on this occasion to some benevolent object. 
14. Give English readings, of Latin Classics, at public schools. 
The proceeds to go towards purchasing a Crib. 
15. Give readings of the barometer at Orystal Palace. 
[ With power to add to their number. 








On “Greek INDEPENDENCE” (by Our Open-minded and Out- 
spoken Schoolboy).—*1’m all for ‘Greek Independence!’ That 
is, I mean, ‘Independence of Greek.’ Let us be independent of 
Greek! Who wants it anywhere, except he be a churchman or a 





historian?’ And even then he can pay for translations.” 
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DARBY JONES ON THE CRAND NATIONAL. 


Honovrep Sir,— There are nowadays 
many High-Priced Contests on the Flat 
which have in a measure diminished such 
great Classic Events as the Guineas, the 
Derby, and the Leger. But no enterpris- 
ing Manager of a Gate-money Meeting has 
ever succeeded in tarnishi the haill- 
marked popularity of the Blue-Ribbon 
Cross-Country battle at Aintree. There 
is only one Grand National Steeplechase, 
just as there is only one Oxford and Cam- 
bridge Boat-race, one Eton and Harrow 
cricket match, and one ’Varsity ditto. 
There is not a lot of “ Fiddle Faddle” with 
regard to “tests,” as has been the case 
over the substantial trouncings which 
Messrs. Stoppart & Co. have received in 
the land of the limber kangaroo. No, Sir, 
an owner lays himself out to wih the 
famous Liverpool prize, and if he be not 
successful, he must reckon on putting an- 
other twelve months between the Present 
and the Future of his Ambition. 

Perhaps the luckiest and pluckiest of 
cavaliers was Lord Manners, when he de- 
liberately announced that he meant to cap- 
ture the Stakes at first time of asking, and 
did so, being himself in the pigskin on 
Seaman. He was, I have been informed 
by noble patrons, known as “ Hoppy” at 
Eton College. He certainly hopped over 
the twigs in fine style on the occasion 
referredto. But, on the other hand, there 
are Ardent riders, who never attain the 
Wished-for Goal. Year after year they 
turn up, resolved to put the winning 
bracket to their names ; but the ill-omened 
jade, Bad-Luck, is the animal on which 
they are invariably mounted. They are 
nevertheless a fearless cut-and-come-again 
tribe, and, after defeat, generally console 
themselves with the statement, “ Well, 
poor Gzorcr ForpxHam didn’t carry off the 
Derby till he had given up all idea of 
winning it.” All Philosophers do not live 
in tubs; a great many are more familiar 
with stable-buckets. One thing is certain, 
that a rider on the Liverpool course can no 
more take liberties with the obstacles than 
can President Krucer with the Right 
Hon. Josep CHAMBERLAIN. When some of 
the Sandown Park heroes get on to the Lan- 
cashire Arena, they feel, as the lamented 
“Roppr” Owrn once observed, “like 
fighting cocks who don’t know their spurs 
from their toes.” Oh! it’s a grand stretch 
of country, and some of the Dot-and-go- 
one Negotiators of the same would be none 
the worse for an ounce or two of Cobbler’s 
Wax on the saddle. Yet again, a first-rate 
horseman may, after four-fifths of the 
journey have been accomplished, come a 
Cruel Cropper through no fault of his, just 
as he is about to rush into the outstretched 
Arms of Victory, simply and solely because 
some exhausted Quadru may swerve, 
collapse, and cause the Ruin of itself and 
its immediate follower. And sometimes 
honoured Sir, nocturnal Turtle Soup and 
Punch, for which, in conjunction with 

cean Liners and Ready-made Garments, 
Liverpool is so justly celebrated, have 
something to do with subsequent disaster. 

But a truce to disquisitions on Cause 
and Effect! Let me endeavour to solve the 
Rebus of the Day; no light matter, I can 
assure you and my clients. I make no 
doubt, honoured Sir, that you have read 
of, in your time, and cesibly seen, Pro- 
phetesses who under Mesmeric Influence 

ave been privileged to peer into the 
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BLUE FEVER. 


Visitor (after a long discourse on the virtues™of Temperance). ‘‘1'M GLAD TO SEE A LITTLE 


Boy HERE WEARING THE BLUE Rippon, 
YOUR Goop——” 


THAT'S A GOOD LITTLE FgLiow ! 


PERSEVERE IN 


Billie Groggins. ‘‘Pizase, Str, 1’m Hoxrorp /” 








Unfolded What-must-be. Suffice it to say, 
for my lips are padlocked, that I have 
lately been in uced to one of these 
Fascinating Personages. Her name, 
simple but convincing, is Maria, and I 

bold to ask her to elucidate the 
Liverpool Mystery. As a Minor Poet, I 
venture to versify her reply :— 


Oh, beware of the Nut hard to crack! 
That ’s what Marra whispered to me! 
For a “shop” Lift Aloft you may back. 
That’s what Manta whispered to me! — 
The good Proclamation mayhap you mayn't see, 
Or the Barkallcurd’s name in the placed 1, 2, 3, 
But the Glove and the Passage should runners-up 


be, 
While Harry the Puss shows the way to each 
“ gee.” 
That ’s what Mania whispered to me. 


Trusting that Mari has enabled me to 
give the right R-ward Ganeet copyright 
together with Title of Ballad), I remain, 
Sir, Your expectant Vates, 

Darsy Jones. 


P.8.— Kindly address your customary 
Honorarium to the General Post Office, 
Manchester, as I regret to say that your 
parsimonious conduct of last year has 
ruined my reputation at certain Liverpool 
Hotels. 


[We are at « loss to know what D. J. means by 
his ript, unless he refers to certain accounts, 
mainly for champagne and cigars, which we did 
return to Liverpool, not having authorised him to 
pledge our credit. Liverpudlians, keep your eye 
on D. J.!—Ep.] 
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LITERARY TOUTS. 
L—P.iais Worps wits A Bive. 


In view of the approaching contest be- 
tween the rival wearers of the ceerulean, a 
representative of the Chronic Adviser ex- 
tended the privilege of an interview to a 
delegate from one of the antagonistic fac- 
tions. It was with No. 22a of the Oxtab 
crew that he entered into conversation, 
at the exact moment when that stalwart 
young figure was stepping into his craft 
‘aes aratory to indulging in a spin between 
ridges. It may be of interest to mention 
that he stands 5.103 in his shooting-boots, 
while in his Turkish Bath he weighs 12 
stone, 10.3 lbs., the last decimal repeating 
when his lungs are extended to their full 
capacity. 

“ And what are your plans with regard to 
the great event?” inquired the Chronic 
Adviser man. 

“Our primary purpose,” replied the 
young oarsman, with a singularly courteous 
and unaffected intonation, “ is to anticipate 
our rivals at the winning-post. All other 
considerations pale before this. As to the 
exact margin by which we gain the judge’s 
verdict, we are not equally fastidious. 
No, you are quite wrong about the toast- 
and-water theory. We have jam for 
breakfast twice a week and meat on Sun- 
days. I say nothing of iced pudding after 
a full course on the flood.” 

“Does not the time hang heavy upon 
you in your enforced retirement from aca- 
demical pursuits ?” 

A frank smile flitted across the open 
countenance of No. 22a. “ Well,” he said, 
“of course we miss that indefinable atmos- 
phere which plays round the presence of 
the college tutor; but we e shift to 
survive without it. We havea sharp game 
of croquet on the back-lawn before break- 
fast. Then, in the intervals of negotiating 
the course, we try to improve ourselves by 
reading the criticisms in your Chronic 
Adviser. Nay, do not blush,” he added, 
reassuringly. “We like to know how 
others see us. It is so difficult to judge 
for oneself, in a boat where nearly every 





{one has his back turned to somebody else. 
Proximity, again, destroys the perspec- 


|tive. Then we have a little round of|y 


| Poker or Loo to steady ourselves before 


|dinner; and after dinner our coach, the | 


McF Letca, gives us readings from Brown- 
inc. Then we go to sleep.’ 

“ Mens sana wn corpore sano, eh?” 

“You have hit it exactly in Homer’s 
words. But, in reply to the question which 
you are going to ask, oh! yes, we are on 
|the friendliest terms with our so-called 
opponents. We often go and stay at one 
another’s houses, borrow one another’s 
flannels, and occasionally exchange cox- 
swains. Ah! to be sure, you want to 
|know about the coxswains—how we 
|manage to keep them so small? Well, 
| between you and me and the tiller, it’s 
\gin that does it; gin and blood-letting. 
;Our man goes to bed every night with 
a leech on each calf, and two on the 
bulge of his biceps. But of course, if 
a cox. is in hopeless love, that’s the best 
emaciator. How does Horace put it? 0 
quam me macerat Susanna proterva!” 
(Murmurs of recognition from the Chronic 
Adviser man.) ‘ But,” added No. 22a, 
“this system has its drawbacks. At times 
it tends to distract them from their duties. 
I have known a cox. take his crew through 
the wrong arch of Hammersmith Bridge 
simply because he saw his False Love wav- 
ing a parasol of the wrong tint from the 
summit of that structure.” 

“TI suppose you are very strict about 
keeping regulations when actually in the 
| boat ?” 

“Particularly so during the race. All 
conversation, even the most pleasantly 
humorous, is discouraged. I do not, of 











of the enemy, or the relative magnitude 
of the crowds as compared with former 
“I think I am right in saying that you 
have taken part in this little affair on a 
previous occasion? What, if it is not rude 
to ask, are your feelings during the con- 
test ?” 

“ As far as Harrod’s Chimney,” he re- 
lied, with an evident straining after truth- 
ulness, “I remarked to myself what a 
splendid exercise rowing was for the de- 
velopment of a perfect physique. From 
there to Thornycroft’s I regarded it as an 
overrated amusement. All along Chiswick 
Eyot I overheard myself saying the Kings 
of Israel backward. By Barnes Bridge 1 
remembered that I had forgotten to wind 
my watch up the night before, and wanted 
to get out and rectify the omission. From 
there to the finish my past career went in 
rapid review before my partially-closed 
eyes. No, I do not thimk that the necessity 
of getting an appetite for the subsequent 
banquet > good hard work is ever a 
strongly actuating influence during the 
race. I say this after taking the consensus 
of a large body of old University oarsmen, 
man of them bishops and members of the 
Stock Exchange.” 

“TI would thank you to give me your 
opinion about staleness. It is, I under- 
stand, an undesirable condition.” f 

“Frankly, you are right. And it is 
peculiarl deplorable on the day of the 
race. When you see men strip at the 

stake-boat with evident lassitude, or other 
signs of ennui, it is most discouraging to 
their well-wishers. Nothing can be more 


|intolerably boring that a four-mile course 


when your heart is not in the work. The 


course, include under this head those imter- | sameness of things, the similarity of one 


|changes of courtesy which are common 
| between the rival helmsmen when each is 
trying to bore the other on to the “ flats,” 
| or one of the adjacent banks. In these cir- 
cumstances a lot of latitude is allowed— 
and employed. But they always embrace 
| with tears later on at Mortlake. What I 
rather mean is that we discountenance the 
natural tendency of the active members of 
| the crew to comment upon the whereabouts 





stroke to another, reiterated as they are 
through an appreciable fraction of an hour, 
reminds one of that continual dropping 
which a person in the Pentateuch—was it 
not ?—so strongly deprecated.” 

“One more word. Do you consider that 
weight tells in the long run?” 

“Mere tonnage, though always a source 
of dignity, is not so important as is popu- 
larly supposed. What you want is more 
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horse-power to your elbow. Remember 
that the crew, if they are good watermen, 
are always inside the boat: they do not 
propel it, so to speak, exoterically. You 
follow me? Consequently, a child may see 
that they, as well as the boat, have some- 
how to be conveyed to their destination. 
If, therefore, you could get a crew ‘ whose 
weight might be neglected,’ but possessed 
of an elephantine power of propulsion, it 
should go far towards doing a peerless 
performance. And now,” he concluded, 
“for my colleagues grow restless, and the 
winged curses of my coach are already 
audible through the medium of the phono- 
blast, you will please release me from 
further inquisition.” And jauntily assum- 
ing his seat on No. 22a thwart, and waving 
his lily hand, the Oxtab craft slipped away 
at the rate of 94 strokes in the first 154 
seconds, and 35§ for the complete revolu- 
tion of the stop-chronometer. 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Gentleman, well stricken in years, visits a spot 
where he had, in his youth, a love passage with 
a fair French lady. 


SomMEwHeERE down in the good South-West, 
Where England kisses her Channel Sea, 
Where the wave may tumble with frothy 

crest, 
Or laugh like a lady with rippling glee, 
Where the storm-fiend sweeps with a bitter 


laugh 

On the rolling platform, when sunbeams 
cance, 

And scatters the sand from the seaweed 


chaff, 
I stand on the cliff and I look to France! 


Somewhere down in the good South-West, 
Where the air is fragrant with scent of 


pine, 
That of all scent is richest, best, 
The reek of the dripping turpentine! 
Think me not vulgar to sing its praise, 
Nor at my threnody look askance 
It was dearest to both in the bygone days— 
We stood on the cliff and we looked to 
France ! 


Somewhere down in the good South-West, 
When the fir-trees bend to the throbbing 


sea, 
Truth has the words and Time has the test 
Of the vows that were spoken once to me. 
I was so happy and you so kind 
(Here I can picture your ev’ry glance!) 
But Truth, if not Time, is now left behind— 
I stand on the cliff and I look to France! 


I stand on the cliff and I look to France, 
To the country, whence your fair presence 


came, 
When the throw of a die could give Life’s 
chance 
To win all we asked for in Fortune’s 
name. 


But the picture is blurred in the good 
South-West, 

I know that I lost my one only chance ; — 

I’m a grandpapa now without zeal or zest, 

And you my equivalent, love, in France! 








SUGGESTION FOR THE UNIVERSITIES.— 
To confer on distinguished astronomers 
“‘hororary degrees.” 


How TO EFFECTUALLY SILENCE AN 
Exemy.—Why, with a “dum dum” bullet, 
of course. 








“ESTO PERPETUA.” 


‘"ULLo, Swipes, wot’s THE MATTER! Gorn’ TO A Funerat?” 
‘No! Gor THis sy THE Hovr, and I'M TIRING OF HIM ovT!” 








CONCERNING THE L. C. C. 
Before the Election. 


Brown. Well met, SmitH; but I am 
afraid I can’t spare you a moment. I have 
a most important appointment. 

Smith. And I, too, Brown. I suppose 
you are thinking of the L. C. C. election? 

B. Of course. Every ratepayer should 
regard it as of the greatest moment. 

S. But do you think it matters much 
which party is in power—from a ratepayer’s 
point of view ? 

B. But principle, Smirn, is everything 
I repeat, everything! 

S. Certainly ; but economy is worthy of 
consideration. 

B. Undcubtedly: but economy can be 
carried too far. It never should obscure 
principle. 

8. Tint ycur side, but can you sketch 
your policy ? , 

B. Well, it is rather complicated, but 
the broad principle is, do what ’s right. And 
you, who are opposed to me, what is your 
policy ? : 

S. Also a little mysterious, but I think I 
can safely say, avoid doing wrong. 

RB. But surely you have a better expla- 
nation than that ? 





| 
| 
| 
| 





8S. Well, no. To tell the truth, I have 
not had time to go into the matter very 
deeply. But perhaps you have had more 
leisure ? 

B. Not at all. My impressions are much 
the same as yours. But I must be off at 
once. Can’t wait any longer. I am going 
to the poll. 

S. And so am I. 

[Exeunt severally to vote for Twiddledum 

and Twiddledee. 


After the Election. 
B. Well met, Smrtn. So your side won? 
S. Did it? I have been so busy that I 
have scarcely noticed anything. But I 
can’t stay talking to you or any one - 


|as I have an important engagement. If 


don’t keep it I shall get mto trouble. 

B. And so shall I, for I have an appoint- 
ment, too. By the way, in spite of your 
side’s victory, the expenditure is as heavy 
as usual, 

S. Of course. 
L. Cc. a ! 

B. Certainly, Suirn. Every one can 
agree on that point. Hang the L. C. C.! 
And now good-bye—must be off. 

S And I, too. 

[Exeunt severally to settle with the rate- 

collector. 


Always is. Hang the 
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sion. Yes, it certainly was a triumph for 
the Cam. A well-fought fight from Putney 
to Barnes. There was little to choose 
| between the rivals, but as the signal was 
| given all England—nay, all the world— 
| knew that the laurel wreath was to the 
| Athletes of the Azure. 

| And so it ended. Well may those who 
love “the House” or can boast of “ Uny,” 
cheer to the echo. Well may they shout 
for Oxford—grand old Oxford. The battle 
is over, and the dark blue flag once again 
|appears above the other on the piers of 
the Thames Conservancy. Well may Tri- 
nity and the Hall be proud of their achiev- 
ments. Well may they toast the Granta 
and cheer the A. D. C. Cambridge is her- 
self again. She has wrested back from the 
grasp of her rival the supremacy of the 
river. Three cheers, then, for Cambridge, 
the Queen of the Thames! 

And certainly the victory is a popular 
one. Oxford has always been the favourite 
of the Londoner. The Cockney loves the 
deeper hue. Yes, indeed, the result of the 
contest was applauded to the echo. Those 
who live within sound of Bow Bells have 
no ears save for the murmur of the Cam. 

One word more. There is no doubt that, 
on this as on all other occasions, the best 
men have won. No doubt it may be argued 
that faulty steering influenced the result. 
It may be even suggested that the losing 
eight lost because the crew were badly 
placed. The stroke should have been else- 
where, to make room for a more deserving 
colleague. But no, all such ideas are ridi- 
culous. Say what you will, the victory has 
gone to the better—that better which is 
also known as the best. 


[Covering letter accompanying the above. 
—Derar Epitor.—You see, as you are out 
before the result of the boat-race is known, 
I have done an ar‘icle which is capable of 
a double interpretation. Whichever side 
comes in first you can point to appropriate 
applause. Ask your readers to delete for 
themselves the superfluous passages. The 
final paragraph will do for either side. You 
comprehend ? Yours to the death, 

Your Boatine Contrisutor. 

Note from the Editor.—Communication 
used. The Public, having gone through 
the preliminary of paying their money, are 


























now invited to exercise the right of making 
a choice. } 
The Lodger. ‘‘Ou, Mus. BAKER, JUST TAKE THE CHILL OFF THIS BoTtTLe OF CLARET EVOLUTION. 
BEFORE YOU DECANT IT, WILL you t” ‘ Once you timidly would flee 
The Landlady (bridling). ‘‘ Yrs, Str ‘OPE ows ‘ow GENTLEMEN LIKES 1 : 
The Landlady ( 7 dling). ‘‘Yes, Str, I ‘ore I kN ws ‘OW _ GENTLEMEN LIKES THEIR At the very sight of me, 
Wine. My rore ‘Ussanp—an Onricer IN THE ArMy 'E WAS—'E NEVER DRUNK NOTHINK Pretty Cuxok, 


EXCEPTIN' CHAMPAGNE, AN’ ALWAYS ‘AD IT WARMED FusT!” 


THE RACE IN ADVANCE. 


(An Article satisfying the Exigencies of the 
Situation. 


Satrvrpay, March 26, opened with the 
sun shining, the birds singmg, and all na- 


| ture rejoicing in the approach of Spring. 


| The day was dull and bleak, and the 


| wintry wind swept the reaches of the river 


| from shore to shore like the lash of the 
storm-fiend. The ladies were clad in the 
lightest ramment; muslin and chiffon ruled 
| supreme; and many a dainty complexion 
| was saved from the sultry rays of the God 
of Day by the lace-covered en-tout-cas. 
Furs and umbrellas were much in evidence, 
and the male sex was in large preponder- 


____| Then you learnt my gaze to woo, 

As your courage boider grew, 

And your smart apparel, too, 
Yet more showy. 


ance, Suc h wes the scene on the benks. On 
the river itself were crowds of every de- 
scription, from the craft of yesterday to the 
skiff of the day after to-morrow. Father! Then came rational attire; 

Thames never looked brighter—he was en-| ‘Traits you aped that once with ire 
joying his holiday. It was natural, indeed, You’d disparage ; 

that the great silent highway should be all You, once at my pipe irate, 

but deserted in such weather. What plea-| Learned to smoke yourself of late; 
sure could be obtained in sleet and snow ? Now you want a separate 
The mighty audience that usually acclaimed . Smoking carriage. 

the rival crews was conspicuous by its 
absence. Since then, Cutor, habits free 
Who does not know the scene of the; You affect now that in me 

race? It has been told by a score of Once annoyed you, 

tongues, and the contest of 1898 differedim; And your progress I disdain, 

nothing essential from its predecessors.| Would that you your boon could gain— 
The dark blues led from start to finish,and| So at least I in the train 

reduced the trial of strength to a proces- | Might avoid you. 
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THE NEW “STROKE.” 


Ricut Hon. Artu-r B-ir-z. “ HOPE YOU ’LL BE FIT AGAIN SOON. 
YOU ’RE AWAY.” 









I’LL DO MY BEST WHILE 
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IN THE MOVEMENT. 
Athleta. ‘‘I WANT TO SEE ONE OF THOSE WAGNER CYCLES PEOPLE 
ARE TALKING ABOUT, AND, IF I LIKE IT, I'LL SUBSCRIBE.” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

THE reading world, more particularly those interested in politi- 
cal at the commencement of the century, have reason to 
be than that Lady Grecory was finally induced to sample 
out the contents of the ‘‘ large iron-clamped leather-covered box 
at Coole.” It bore the inscription ‘ Correspondence of the Right 
Hon. Wiit1am Grecory, 1813—1835.” The Right Hon. 
WILLIAM, grandfather of Lady Grecory’s husband, was for 
eighteen of those years Under-Secretary for Ireland. In that 
capacity he came in personal contact or correspondence with most 
of the statesmen of the day. His letters to them and theirs to 
him, hidden away for more than half a century in this old box, 
throw vivid side-lights on the history of the time. In Mr. 
Gregory's Letter-Box (SmitH, ELDER) we see in considerable 
detail how bitter was the opposition that barred the way to 
Catholic Emancipation. It becomes apparent, the more 
effectually since it certainly was not Mr. Grecory’s intention 
to make the disclosure, how at that time Ireland was farmed by, 
and for, the personal and pecuniary advantage of Englishmen. 
In these pages my Baronite catches glimpses of Lord Tasor, 
the Marquis of WELLESLEY and Lord ANGLESEA, in succession 
Viceroys ; of Mr. Canntnc, Mr. Goutsurn, Mr. Lams, some day 
to become Lord Mztsourne; Lord LrverPoon, O’ConnELL, 
SureL, and Sir Ropert Peet. There is a good deal about this 
last, dealing with the time when he was Chief Secretary, perhaps 
the least illuminated portion of PEt’s life. The old leather-box 
giving up the ghost of its contents, proves afresh how 

Whatever records leap to light) 

He never shall be shamed. 
At the Chief Secretary's I , as in after years in Downing 
Street, Sir RoperT PEEL was always the same— honest, impertur- 
bable, implacable, moved only by a sense of duty, not to be 
turned aside from its path either by threats or cajolery. 

From Mr. AnrHony Hopx’s Simon Dale (METHUEN) it is made 





to appear that His Gracious Majesty CHARLEs THE SEconp and 
his contemporary Gracious Majesty King Louis of France were 
mere amateurs in a repulsive trade which, in this matter-of-fact 
and highly moral ‘‘ so-called” nineteenth century, would have 
landed them (had they not been royalties) and their agents (who 
would of course have been disowned by their employers) in the 
dock at Bow Street or in the nearest police-court. 'empora 
mutantur, and it was a reactionary period after the overstrained 
puritanism of Old Nott. Mr. Antnony Hore crowds his can- 
vass, but contrives to sustain the reader’s interest in his hero, 
who is a bit of a fool, and in his heroine, who in some respects 
may call to mind THackeray’s Beatrice, and Sir WALTER's 
Alice, in Woodstock. Yet the author contrives to touch us by 
working on our sneaking kindness towards the vulgar orange- 
irl, Duchess of St. Albans, the very human and soft-hearted 
ELL Gwynne, ‘‘the Protestant (word unmentionable to ears 
no as it is historically recorded she styled herself when 
acing the mob. In this fancy portrait of NELL is the pith of the 
book. It is the glorification of Next and not the fortunes of 
Simon and Barbara that will ‘‘ catch on.” There are not a few 
strikingly melo-dramatic situations, of which the most daringly- 
devieed is when, at their wits’ end in a boat, Simon parts with a 
Lowis, and is thereby reduced to his last guinea. But the pret- 
tiest and most touching in the whole book is to be found 
in the commencement of the last chapter; and fully to appreciate 
this, it is essential to read the whole romance from beginning to 
end says Tue Baron vz B.-W. 





SONGS FOR THE NATION, 


“T have had a considerable share in framing my country’s laws, which, 
indeed, is no mean privilege, yet I should esteem it a still greater privilege if 
I had been permitted to ald to the number of her songs.’’—(G/ladstone, 

One of the blessings of an advanced civilisation is the ‘‘nigger” 
song. To write an efficient “nigger” song, take the word ‘‘coon,” 
repeat it a good many times, combine it with ‘‘ honey,” add the 
moon and stars, and spell to taste. ‘‘ Alabama,” ‘* Mississippi,” 
“Carolina,” ‘‘ banjo,” and about twenty other words may be used 
as local colouring. My present specimen is put forward in the 
hope that some inspired musician may Rouse the Great Heart of 
the Nation through its humble instrumentality. 


A “COON” AND “ HONEY” SONG. 


I. 
Oh! honey, all the skeeters is asleep, 
Am yo’ sleepin’ ? 
Say, honey, all de stars begin to peep, 
Am yo’ peepin’ ? 
If yo’ flash on me, BeLrvpER, yo’re illuminatin’ eye, 
Yo’ will cook me to a cinder, I shall wither up an’ die— 
Am yo’ peepin’ thro’ de winder? Is yo’ gazin’ at de sky ? 
Am yo’ sleepin’ ? 
Refrain. 
Let me croon, honey, croon 
To de moon, honey, moon, 
For de moon is a boon to a copper-coloured coon. 
I’se a coon, honey, coon, 
I’se a coffee-coloured coon, 
Oh, honey, honey, honey, tho’ I haven’t any money, 
i ’se a Coon ! 
II. 
Oh! honey, don’t yo’ hear dis nigger sigh ? 
1’se a sighin’ ! 
Say, honey, as de piccaninnies cry, 
1 ’se a cryin’! 
Tho’ my voice is full o’ blubber as an egg is full o’ meat, 
My lungs is ingj-rubber, dey is yey and hard to beat. 
Won't yo’ listen to yore lubber, as he warbles at yo’re feet— 
Ise a sighin’ ! 
Refrain, 
Let me swoon, honey, swoon 
’Neath de moon, honey, moon. 
For the moon is a boon to a dandy-coloured coon. 
I ’se a coon, honey, coon, 
I ’ee a cocoa-coloured coon, 
Oh, honey, honey, honey, tho’ it isn’t very funny, 
1's0 a Coon ! 




















First Combatant. ** ! 
Second Combatant. 


"Ow can 1? 








! ! &c.” 
"E's USED ALL THE BEST WorpDs 








” 


Bystander.’ ,‘‘ Wuy 








DON’T YER ANSWER ‘IM BACK /” 








A YARD MEASURE. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,—I gather from the 
newspapers that there has been consider- 
able commotion with regard to that impos- 
ing edifice the Grosvenor Hotel, situated 
on what has been justly described as one 
of the finest sites in London. With this 
quarrel I have nothing to do, being a total 
abstainer—from company strife; but I do 
venture to draw your attention, and that 
of the authorities as may be, to the dis- 
reputable yard adjacent, wherein cabs, 


omnibuses, and other vehicles assemble, to | 
collect and distribute passengers by two | 


important lines of railway. Surrounded by 
wretched wooden palings resembling those 
of the primeval village-pound, this inclosure 
reeks with possible accidents, and is satu- 
rated with probable collisions. It is an 
eye and by-way sore in the midst of West- 


| End traffic, a back-to-date memorial of the 


infancy of travel, in short, a disgrace to 
circulating civilisation. 

Compare this pernicious pen (no, Sir, 
I am writing with the best broad-nibbea 
quill—“ pen” having more meanings than 
one, you'll observe) with the well-arranged 
court at Charing Cross, or the cleanly 
and well-arranged approaches to Waterloo, 
Paddington, Liverpool Street, Euston or 
St. Pancras, or even round the corner at 
the fairly-roomy entrance of the L. C. & 
D. station, and you have the difference 
between confusion and compact order. In 
hansom or on foot the voyager hieimg to 
Victoria Station runs a risk not discounted 
by the fact that he has in his pocket a 
weekly periodical assigning £1,000 to his 
nearest relatives by reason of sudden de- 
mise. 


I ask, then, Sir, that this open space 








round and about the L. B. & S. C. R. 
should no longer be the playground of the 
reckless jarvey or the irresponsible ’bus- 
driver. i demand, in short, that Victoria 
Station yard should be assimilated to the 
1equirements of the (yet unregistered) 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Humanity. 

Mr. F. Goopay (name of bright omen) 
has lately taken in hand the reins of the 
ever-enterprising Brighton Railway Com- 
pany. May we hope that his arrival 
at London Bridge may mean auspicium 
melioris evi at Victoria ? 

I am, dear Mr. Punch, 
Your obedient servant, 

One Five Times Ngarty Roun Over. 

Accident Club, W. 








THE DIARY OF A NINE-DAYS’ WONDER. 

First Day.—A letter appears in a daily 
paper, say, calling attention to a case of 
alleged ill-treatment of a feudatory popula- 
tion by the authorities of the suzerain. 
The journal (being short of subjects) deals 
with the matter in a ten-line editorial. 

Second Day.—Six letters appear in the 
daily in support of the original epistle, 
and the affair is discussed in a leading 
article. The question is touched upon in 
more than one of the evening papers. 

Third Day.—The entire press, Metro- 
politan and Provincial, full of the alleged 
ill-treatment. Special telegraphic intelli- 
gence relative to the “outrage” wired by 
an important news agency. The matter 
discussed at nine-tenths of the dinner- 
tables of London. 





dissatisfaction, and arrangements for pub- 
lic meetings in various parts of the king- 
dom completed. 

Fifth Day.—Popular assemblies every- 
where. Mass meeting in Hyde Park. All 
the light musical pieces provided with 
topical song and encore verses on the 
subject. The matter engrosses the atten- 
tion of the nation to the exclusion of 
everything else. 

Sizth Day.—The contents bills full of it. 
Movement of fleets and armies given, ac- 
companied by press interpretation. The 
City begins to take notice of the topic, 
and bulls and bears prepare for a contest. 

Seventh Day.—Fall in Consols. All the 
Bourses in Europe affected. Crisis in the 
City. Full-dress debate in the House of 
Lords, and the fate of the Ministry in the 
balance. All domestic matters neglected, 
that undivided attention may be given to 
the consideration of the great topic of the 
hour. 

Eighth Day.—Matter begins to wane im 
importance. Some of the papers give it 
only half a column, and others merely a 
side-headed paragraph of a dozen lines. 
City regains composure. Topic voted stale 
at the dinner-tables. Encore verses im the 
topical songs cancelled. 


Ninth Day.—End of the boom. No 
comment of any sort in the press, 
with a solitary exception. Sub-editor 


at the last moment “shovels in” a letter 
that has been standing over for some days, 
to the disgust of his chief. Reclamations 
in the sanctum. 


Twenty-four Hours later.—The “ alleged 


Fourth Day.—Question in the House | ill-treatment of a feudatory population, 
followed by Ministerial explanation. Late| &c.,” entirely forgotten, and the British 


editions of the evening papers express 


public thinking about something else. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tosy, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, March 14.— 
THE SAGE OF QUEEN ANNE'S GATE knows 
what it is to suffer. He has seen old 
friends and companions dear, like Don 
Josz, advanced from his side, where they 
long took part in guerilla warfare, to be 
Cabinet Minister, corner stones in the edi- 
fice of Conservatism they once with him 
beleaguered. He has seen himself 
over at a time when many agreed with him 
in the belief he had fairly won the guerdon 
of office. He resented that by ‘‘ going for” 
the wrong man, pursuing with relentless 
animosity a colleague of Mr. G.’s, who had 
no more to do with his just disappointment 
than had the Member for Sark. That an 
exception to his ordinary habit. Usually, 
being of philosophic mind, prone to cyni- 
cism, he see things and grins. 

One exception, beyond his belated attack 
on Lord RosEBERY, is the s e of the 
two Front Benches supporting each other. 
That is a trial against which his habi- 
tual equanimity is not proof. To-night he 
broke forth in burst of scolding that startled 
the House. CoLontaAL SECRETARY, his 
heart touched by the sorrows of St. Vincent 
and the dolours of Dominica, proposed, out 
of his great bounty, to relieve them at 
expense of British taxpayer. That beast 
of burden has of late grown so inured to 
giving doles that he might have been ex- 
pected to _— down this comparatively 
small sum without a murmur. SaGE oF 
QUEEN ANNE’s GATE protesting, carried 
with him into Lobby only 78 Members; 
236 voted for doing the Be Ban thing 
with other people’s money. 

Among them hon. and right hon. gentle- 
men on Front Opposition Bench. When 
they came back they found the SaGE wait- 
ing for them. From convenient contiguity 
of corner seat below Gangway he turned 
and rent them. Leaders forsooth! ‘In 
order to lead an Opposition, you must head 
it in the Division Lobby;” whereas, as 
usual, occupants of Front Opposition Bench 
back up the Government. The Sacz’s 
esteemed Leaders laughed. Much more 
genuine was the mirth on opposite benches, 
whence this fresh evidence of division in 
the camp of the enemy was fair to see. 

Business done, — Progress with Supple- 
mentary Estimates. 

Tuesday.—‘‘ If there’s dancing amon 
eggs to done,” said Sark, odmizingty 
watching CAWMELL-BANNERMAN talking 
round the Home Rule Question, ‘‘ H. O. B. 
is the safest man to do it. He’s lost the 
waist of early youth; weighs a stone or so 
more than goes with perfect grace; but he 
knows what he’s about.” 

» Tail wagging the head after old familiar 
fashion on Liberal side. House invited to- 
night to discuss Home Rule Question. On 
principle that you can’t have too rauch of 
a quel ie it was called ‘“‘ Home Rule all 
round.” e young men of the Party 
thought such discussion would be a nice 
way of spending a Tuesday evening. No 
topic more certain to create fissures in ranks 
of Liberal Party, into which jeering Minis- 
terialists might thrust the finger of scorn. 
To a good Liberal that an irresistible attrac- 
tion. Accordingly, resolution carefully 








Robinson Crusoe and his Man Friday. 


(Sir Cu-ni-s D-Lke 


drawn up, placed on paper, with inevitable 
result of attracting flock of amendments. 

As soon as conversation started, splutter- 
ing in Liberal camp began. Everybody 
differed from everybody else, whilst Minis- 
terialists rubbed their hands and chortled 
in their joy. Effect on Front Opposition 
Bench curious. SQUIRE OF MaLwoop, 
who is just recovering from bed of sick- 
ness—was, indeed, down here yesterday— 
suffered sudden relapse that tied him to hig 
own fireside. JoHN Mor.ey, who has his 
views on Home Rule, kept them to him- 
self. Bluff Bos Rem, rising from the 
extreme end of the bench, a position indica- 
tive of as little responsibility as possible 
for its counsels, seconded the motion, and 
was immediately set upon by HALDANE. 
CAWMELL-BANNERMAN, from the place of 
the Leader of the Opposition, protested he 
‘‘ spoke only as a Scotch Member.” So if 
any of the eggs were broken they mustn't 
be charged to the future account of the 
Liberal Party. Ona back bench WILLIE 
RepMonD posed, big with a speech, de- 
livery of which preluded the pleasant 
count-out. Near him, scarcely less por- 
tentous in his tragic air of self-importance, 
loun brother Joun, who sardonically 
laughed ‘“‘Ha! ha!” as successive speakers 
on Liberal side protested their inalienable 
devotion to Home Rule for Ireland. ‘‘Only 
not to-day, not to-day.” 

On the whole, our dear House of 
Commons in its meanest, most pitiful 
aspect, not unfrequently assumed when 
it chances to touch the pitch of the Irish 








Question. 


and Mr, M‘K-wwa.) 


Business done.— House counted out at 
five minutes to nine. 

Thursday.—* It is,” Sank says, “a minor 
but very real injustice to Ireland that it’s 
national emblem in the floral department 
should be the shamrock. The Englishman’s 
rose, the Scotchman’s thistle, and, for the 
matter of that, Taffy’s leek, may be worn 
for a reasonable time in condition of fresh- 
ness. The first thing the shamrock does 
when you put it in button-hole or caubeen 
is to wither, presenting shrivelled-up ap- 
pearance that is neither decorative nor 
inspiriting.” 

Something in this, at least as far as 
London is concerned. In Westmeath the 
shamrock may remain defiantly fresh 
through the lengthening March day. At 
Westminster it straightway shrivels up at 
touch of the Saxon wind. Only close ob- 
servation could detect the emblem dis 
played on the manly bosom of Parnick 
O’Brien as, just now, drawing himself up 
to full height, he looked down on Prince 
Arruur, and asked him, what about the 

ort that bears his name in the far, far 
cast ? 

For some time the situation at Port 
Arthur has perturbed Patrick. Wherefore 
nobody knows. That his interest is deep 
and abiding is testified by repeated ques- 
ticning of Groncx Curzon. That adroit 
young man, superfluously assuming air of 
innocence, has made reply without giving 
answer. Time after time P. O’B. has come 
up to the scratch with inquiry in varied 
form as to what Russia is doing or wants 
to do at Port Arthur? The actually wily 
Under-Secretary has given baffling reply. 
But he does not know Parnaick O’Brien, 
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THE RECKLESS ONE. 


Wife of Injured Cyclist (who, having fou nd considerable difficulty in getting on his bicyele, and 
none whatever in coming off, has never ventured to attempt more than three miles in the hour). 
, - ’ * , Le, . z ’ 
‘*Weit, I po BELIEVE HE'S HAD A Lesson at LAST! I WARNED HIM ABOUT ‘ SCORCHING. 


I saip TO IM, WHAT HAVE YOU GOT TO DO wiITH THE ‘ REcorD’?” 








who traces his descent direct from W1iLttamM 
O’Brien, the early King of Ireland whose 
untamed crest was a pair of breeches 
rampant displayed on a hedgerow vert. If 
the underling will not answer, he will go to 
the master. So, gracefully recognising in 
Paince Artuvr “the representative of the 
Secretary or State ror Foreign Arratirs,” 
he addresses his prize-poem of a question 
to him. 

Alack-a-day! Prince Artuvr declines to 
walk into Parnricx’s parlour. GEORGE 
Curzon saunters up and affects to make 
reply: just as if the question had been 
addressed to him, whilst giggling Saxons 
chuckle at the discomfiture of the gentle- 
man from Kilkenny. 

“It may be St. Patrick’s Day,” said 
Sark, sympathetically. “It certainly isn’t 
Patnzicx O’Baren’s.” 

Business done.—Light Dues Bill read a 
second time, after eloquent protest by 
Car’en Tommy Bow es. 

House of Lords, Friday night.—Pretty 
to see County Gvy strolling in just now 
as if there was nothing particular the mat- 
ter. The matter was that House had met 
to pass third reading of London University 
Commission Bill. Measure in charge of 
his Grace the Lord President of the Coun- 
cil. It was the old, old story :— 

Bird, beast and flower proclaim the hour ; 
But mt od = County Guy? 

“Where?” cried Lornp CHANCELLOR, 
leoking anxiously round the House. 
“Where?” echoed Granp Cross, peering 
behind the Woolsack, as if the Duke, in 
sportive mood, was playing hide-and-seek. 





At length, when things were growmg 
serious, County Guy strolled in, with one 
hand in his pocket, and on his countenance 
a disposition pose. His imperturba- 
bility sublime. ith unhastened step he 
reached the Ministerial bench ; seated him- 
self in leisurely fashion; slowly rose ; 
moved formal resolution; resumed his 
seat; and, having done some service to the 
State, felt he might indulge in personal 
gratification. So he yawned. 


Business done.—House of Commons hav- | 


ing voted the men for the Navy, votes the 
money too. 








A HERO OF MATTER OF FACT. 
(Extract from Something better than a Romance.) 

{* At the present rate of decrease the professional 
burglar and pickpocket will soon disappear.” 

Daily Paper.) 

THe man crept away from the house. 
The moon was shining brightly, and he did 
his best to avoid detection. He carried 
with him a containing the results of 
his expedition in spoons, candlesticks and 
tea-pots. 

“ Stop ! ” 

Yes, he was arrested. There was no 
escape. The constable blew his whistle, 
and an excited crowd gathered around. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the con- 
stable, “I am to tell you that I have 
beea successful. He is in our hands. i 
isa — day for this city—this country!” 

“Let me go,” cried the man, struggling 
to be free. 

“Into a palace,” returned the Mayor, 


courteously removing his cocked hat of 
office. “Certainly, my dear Sir—all your 
| wants shall receive attention.” 

| “And you shall be photographed, and 
|the statue waiting with a face blank in 
| the market-place shall receive the finishing 
'touch of your portrait.” This came from 
the Lord Lieutenant of the county. 

Then there was organised a procession. 
Headed by flags and bands of music, the 
hero of the hour was escorted to the Town 
Hall. The cheering was deafening. 

A few hours later a goodly company 
assembled in the banqueting saloon. ere 
had been a splendid luncheon, and the 
customary toasts had been drunk with 
enthusiasm. 

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” said the Mayor, 
who presided, “I now come to the speech 
of the day. The health of our guest—may 
he live long to enjoy the honours we confer 
upon him.” 

Then came a mighty burst of cheering 
which shook the building to its foundation. 

“But 2 say, v’nor,” whispered the 
| hero to his neighbour, the police-constable 
who had arrested him, “why are they 
making all this fuss about me? ” 

“Don’t you know?” was the response. 
“Why, go along with you!” 

“Stow your chaff. Come, why are they 
making such a fuss about a poor chap who 
was doing nothing except trying blessed 
’ard to make a living ? hy am I the ’ero 
of the hour?” 

“Because you are the only burglar in 
England!” 

And the constable joined in the cheering. 














GOING TO THE DOGS. 
To the Editor of Punch. 


Srr,—A few weeks ago, a dear relative 
was taken suddenly ill. Our family doctor 
failed to discover the cause. Eventually 
he was removed. Amongst his papers we 
found the following :— 
| Question. If you may not set a dog at 
| large, what should you do with him? 
| Answer. Set him at Lone! 
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One of the doctors 











Brantwood con- 


his | siders this sufficient to cause the present 


mental condition. Another doctor has 
kindly sent us the inclosed sketch ; and we 
are glad to possess it, as we have no por- 
trait. The case is hopeless! Sprorator. 
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iF YOU APPRECIATE 
QUALITY 


THE FAMOUS 


UAM-VAR 


SCOTCH WHISKY 


And you will not be 
disappointed. 


———— 


INVES & GRIEVE, Lro., 


EDINBURGH & LONDON. 
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The English 
Razor, excel- 
lence. I-a revela- 
tion to those who 
have only used 
the big, clumsy 
ones in use. Now 
in use br thou 
sands of delighted 
shavers. 
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Black . . 
lvory . « 


Pan cum 





THE FAMOUS 


_ 
“MAB? 
RAZOR 


Black... 


ee-:- se 


“MAB” Co., 73, Newhall St., Birmingham. 
City Agent: C. CLumewrs, 42c, Old broad St., E.C. 
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WHISKEY 
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This Grand Old Whiskey is a biend of the 
of the most famous HIG — SMALL 
Sample bottle post free pt of P.O. 

RICHD. MATHEWS & CO., 


4 and 25, HART ST., BLOOMSBURY, W.C. 
Bold by aul Leapine Mencnants throughout 
Ix via and the Coron ins. 
FEVERS 


WRIGHT 
=COAL 
STAR: 


roduce 
~ - 











Mourning Note, 5 Quires, 1s. 64 





HIERATICA 


=” Eesen, 6 Gee bo. Court Envelopes, 1s. > wf - Thin, for Foreign Correspondence, 
© Oy oll Beationere, or send stamps to Hieratica Works, 68, Upper Thames Street, 


Mourning Envelopes, 1s. 64. per 100, 
London. 











KODAKS 


FOR CYCLISTS, 


KODAKS 


FOR TOURISTS. 


KODAKS 


FOR LADIES. 
Pocket, Folding Pocket, 
Bull’s-Eye, Bullet and 


No. 4 Cartridge Kodaks . 
£1 1s. to £5 §s. 


LOADED IN DAYLIGHT. 
NO DARK ROOM NEEDED. 
aphic 


Pho 
EASTMAN Materlais co. Lta., 
43. CLERKENWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, E.C, 
Retail Branches :— 
11g-117, Oxford Street, W., 
and 60, Cheapside, E.C. 


No Camera is a “KODAK " unless 
made by ths EASTMAN COMPANY. 





For Skin-Tortured 


BABIES 


And Tired 





A warm bath with Currovra Soar, anda 
single anointing with Curicura, purest of 
emollient skin cures, mean instant and grate- 
ful relief in the most distressing of burning, 
scaly rashes, irritations and eczemas, mean 
comfort and rest for parent as os as child, 
are pure, sweet, safe, speedy, and economical. 


eg everywhere British depot: F. Newsenr & 
orrrn Dave amp Cunm. Coar., 
Sole Pro a “poste on, U.B.A. 


HOOPING COUGH, 
CROUP. 


ROCHE’S HERBAL EMBROCATION. 

The celebrated effectual cure without interna) 
medicine. sole Wholesale Agents, W. Eowasnvs & 
Son, 157, Queen Victoria Street, London. 

Bold by most Chemists. Price 4s per bottle 
Se tin — Lh ene o> la Paix 
New \ork—For o., North William Street 








Sellers, Stores, &c., and take no other. 


now obtainable in 
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‘The “MAGNUM” Garge 





‘“ Beautifully Cool 
and mupnet —— 


- Pid 
" * * 
“faassen 


Sold only in l-ounce Packets and 2, 4, and 8-ounce, and 1-lb. Tins, 
which keep the Tobacco in Fine Smoking Condition. Ask at all Tobacco 


The genuine bears the Trade Mark, “NOTTINGHAM CASTLE,” on every Packet and Tin. 


PLAYER'S NAVY GUT CIGARETTES, 


age nae) are wi in Card Caves ant to Tiel % 0, ont oe. 
mze in Card Cases containing 4, and 
of 16, 8 and 100. 


SLEEP & REST 


LIQUEURS OF THE 


* 0 ees 


favour on accoun 
derfui poupertiened 
on and provestng t 
x can now be had of all the 
mS pal Wine and Spirit M 
and all good meres and Restee- 
hout the Kingdom Sole 
B, 36, Crutched Friars, Lenten a 
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Burrow’s 
“Soda.” 


If you want REAL SODA 
for your Whiskey, ask for it 
by its PLAIN NAME, and 
get BURROW’S if you can— 


It is by far the best. 
Bottled at THE SPRINGS, MALVERN. 


4 ~ 
BUCHANAN 


BLEND 


SCOTCH WHISKY 











AS SUPPLIED TO THE 


— of PARLIAMENT. "4 


TYPHOID FEVER. 


OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT 
STATEMENT— 


‘* Wherever the 


PASTEUR (Chamberland) FILTER 


has been introduced 


TYPHOID FEVER HAS DISAPPEARED.” 
Sold Everywhere. Sole Makers: 


J. Defries & Sons, Limited, 
147, Houndsditch, E.C, 














> AME RIC) N SHOES 
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lie AMERICAN SHOE C° 


169 REGENT S' w 





BLISS’s CELEBRATED 


Clipping NORTON 
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| And IMPERIAL DRESS FABRICS, 


PAAAAAAAAAAAADAAAAAAAEEBAABAD, 


The London Medical Record says: 

“ Retained when all other 
Foods are rejected, It is in- 
valuable.” 


FOOD For 
INFANTS 





by Chemists, Se. everyuhere. 





The British Medical Journal " 

“* Benger’s Food’ has by its 
excellence established a reputa- 
tion of its own,” 


INVALIDS ano 
THE AGED 


BENGER’S Food is sold 











C. Brandauer & Co’s 
Circular-Pointed Pens. 










SEVEN PRIZE 
MEDALS 
These 
Series of 
Pens Write as 
Smoothly as « 
Lead Pencil. Neither 
Scratch nor Spurt, the 
points being rounded by a 
special process Assorted 
Sample Box for 7 stamps from the 
Works, BIRMINGHAM. 


RSTAMLISHED i644 


Needham’s 


pe Polishin 
— Paste 


The most re ite © preparation for cleaning and brilliantly polishing 
Hrass, Copper, 7 0, frifannig Metal, Piatinoid, ce. Scid everywhere. 
Mancr ceTcsens 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, Sheffield. 


ondon Office: St. George's House, Bastcheap, B.C 








COLEMAN'S 





Is « delicious beverage and tonic made from Port Wine, 
Liebig’s Extract of Meat and Extract of Malt. 
A - Rh FIVE THOUSAND 
ite nials have been received from Medical Men 
The folic - Impertant Testimonial has been received from 
Dr. PLETC aot ** Applecross, Kosshire, N.i., July znd, leo? 


ase forward quarter-of-a dozen ‘ Wincarnis 
ediate yas my Ps sents sapeay os abo utdone. I trust there 
a . lelay, as he takes » ent, and has been 


other nourishr 
eustair nd gained strength ‘by Wincarnits te w twelve weeks 
Yours faithfully, DUNCAN FLETCHER, L.BC.P.” 


Sole Proprietor: and Manufacturers of the above, 


COLEMAN & CO., Ltd., 
NORWICH and LONDON. 

Sold in Bottles, 2s. Sd. and 4s 64. Sample bottle may be had, free 

of charge, on recerpt af full ab addreaa 
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HOLDERS OF NINETEEN WARRANTS OF APPOINTMENT. 


gerton og ial 





The “EG:cRTON” PERMANENT DYE 
For LADIES, CHILDREN, and GENTLEMEN), 

Cycling Tweeds. &c.. comprisin 
vast variety of shades and prices in the most beautiful and fashiona Ps 
weavings. Ladies Tailor-made Skirts (from 10s Gentlemen's Suita, &c 
MADE TO MEASURE 
with Self. Measurement Forms and Illustrated Price Liste Post Free 
Any length Sold. Carriage Paid on orders of M+. and above to Railway 
Stations in United Kingdom Special rates for Foreign Parte. Kindly 
mention this Magazine Address 


EGERTON BURNETT, Lro., Wellin Bom 


mnection with any Le or. nor Provine! ‘al Firm o Agents 


NEW SPRING AN!) SUMMER PATTERNS 

















ever awarded at any International Exhibition in the World 
solely for Toilet Soap was obtained by 


{THE ONLY GOLD MEDAL { 











SOAP MAKERS, 


BY 


Special Appointment 
TO 


HER MAJESTY 


The Queen 


AND TO 













Reduced Fac-simile His Royal Highness | 
of 
GOLD MEDAL 
awarded by the 


jurors of the 


The Prince 





Paris Exhibition, 
1889. 


of Wales. 

















“The favourite Cocoa of 
the day. 

“For nourishment there 
is nothing superior to be 


found.” 
Medical Magazine. 





“The 
Standard of — 
Highest Purity.” 


The Lancet. | 
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